FOREWORD

hand's-breadth we do not know' - thinking of that virgin
Rub' al Khali, the last unwritten plot of earth big enough
for a sizable man's turning in twice or thrice about, before
he couches. However, only these few paragraphs of mine
now stand between appetite and the tale of its conquest.
To-day we knowr the whole earth. Would-be wandering
youth will go unsatisfied till a winged generation lands on
the next planet.

Few men are able to close an epoch. We cannot know the
first man who walked the inviolate earth for newness' sake:
but Thomas is the last; and he did his journey in the
antique way, by pain of his camel's legs, single-handed,
at his own time and cost. He might have flown an aeroplane,
sat in a car or rolled over in a tank. Instead he has snatched,
at the twenty-third hour, feet's last victory and set us free.
Everything having been once done in the slowest fashion
we can concentrate upon speed, amplifying the eye of the
tortoise by the hare's and the bird's. All honour to Thomas.
The Royal Geographical Society itself forgives, bemedals
its supersessor . . . also he has an O.B.E.

I will not say how much I like this book, lest Jonathan C.
dig out the odd, sentence for his blurb. Thomas let me read
\h^draft, and I then did my best to comment usefully;
once remarking that the tale was good enough for his
journey - no faint judgment, set against what I think the
finest thing in Arabian exploration. As he tells it, the
achievement may read easy, becaus^he is a master of every
desert art. Here once more is the compleat Arabian traveller
enshrined. Not twice but twenty times his tiniest touches
set me remembering that wide land which I liked so much,
twenty years ago, and hoped never to feel again. Thence,
I suppose, the reason of my writing him this useless foreword;
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